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stations I had come through. " Sir/' I said, " I do
not know/3 and put my hand into my pocket and
showed him the names written on a piece of paper.
His manner was not at all agreeable. Then I
thought of the graceful, polite Italians, and my
happy Vetturino travelling in my former days.
The man with an inquisitive look said, " Sir, may I
ask what part of the world you belong to?"
" Well, sir, you may," and instantly made up my
mind if he should be impertinent and call me
stupid, as the other man did, to retaliate.
" I live at Rome, and have been there most of
my life, but I am an Englishman, and going back
there." " Rome!" the man said with a stare.
" Yes, I am a sculptor and work there." He was
amazed, and said, " My father was a sculptor, sir,
and worked for Flaxman; did you know that great
sculptor?" "I did, a little, before I first left
England." Upon this information as to my occu-
pation and usual place of residence, this quick,
important little fellow's manner became suddenly
changed, and he said, " I will have your luggage
here this very evening." I then said, ** I do not
believe that you will succeed so soon as all that."
Again he looked over my paper, and said, " Yes, I
will telegraph immediately; this very evening your
things will be here." I put up at the hotel, and
sure enough my things arrived in the evening, and
I was thus indebted to this casual discovery that I